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" Here, embosomed in pine forests, we have splendid
large crystalline granite, through which the gaseous and
saline waters, with iron (the remnant of a former intense
volcanic energy), bubble up. Certainly there is no watering-
place better calculated to suit a variety of persons amid
these several wells, each of which differs from the neigh-
bouring sources by containing more or less of salt, iron, and
carbonic acid gas. We are all obliged to use the carriage of
the apostles, and there are many miles of shrubby walks
all odoriferous of pines. Whilst I write, I go from time to
time to my window to mark the sad progress of a fire in a
village some six miles off, as seen in the undulating lower
country. This is the second village burnt down since I
came here.

" We have a pleasant English circle, which Lord Clyde
was to have joined last week, but his companion, my old
friend Count Strzelecki, came without him, and is in the
same house with me. . . . When I came, and for my first
fortnight, the best of the Austrian Generals, Feld-Zeug-
Meister von Benedek was here; he who smashed the
Piedmontese army at Solferino, and was called back from
his pursuit to break his heart by the hurried peace which
Ms young Emperor made with the crafty Louis Napoleon,
Benedek is quite confident that the French would have
been brilliantly beaten if the war had gone on. He utterly
denies that the fortresses in the Quadrilateral were unpro-
visioned and unprepared, and he smiles at the idea of long
shots of artillery deciding great general actions. I once
heard the great Wellington say the same thing. Benedek
commands the Austrian army in Italy, nearly all of whom,
with himself, are Hungarians. There is no doubt that it is, I intro- no more stinted in money grants thanyears, not long before his death, Humboldt, in writing to Murchison, spoke
